THE SCHOUDLER CRASH

of millions scattered widespread in absurd enterprises, film companies
which had never shown a profit, fashion houses which had gone bank-
rupt, expeditions to survey the Congo-Zanzibar Railway, into all sorts
of hopeless ventures which his morbid hunger for power had made him
swallow, he had a fantastic overdraft on his own bank.

To check the fall and meet the withdrawals, Schoudler, on this fatal
day, used the funds belonging to the War Damage Associations* loan.

But in vain. What he thought he had gained on one side, he lost,
more seriously, on the other.

An old man, who had survived his family and practically all his
friends, he was jostled, elbowed out of the way, treated as a nobody
amid the general consequences of his own collapse, while in his head,
like a bad song, the words of his grandfather, the first Baron Schoudler,
ran insistently: "Die Banken, der Zucker und die Presse, das ist die
Zukunft."

"Assassins, assassins!" he cried at the end of the session. "I am being
assassinated."

But in his heart he could not believe it.

That very evening the authorization was at last withdrawn by the
Ministry of Finance, and next day the bank in the Rue des Petits-
Champs had to close its doors.

It was collapse, failure, disaster.

The great economic and financial crisis began with the death and
the ruin respectively of two men who had represented the false and
the true prosperity of the world.

"The bones of poor Lulu must be frisking in their grave," said the
Leroy-Maublancs.

For Rousseau also it was too late. The matter of the bond-holding
syndicates had become known and a question had already been tabled
in the office of the Chamber.
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The usher who opened the gallery door with alacrity to Marthe Bonne-
foy permitted himself to remark: "Well, Madame, there's going to be
some fun tonight!"

"Perhaps," replied Marthe, with her lovely smile; "it will mean your
getting to bed late."

"Oh, that can't be helped; that's what we're here for. Besides, we
get paid overtime of course."

All the staff of the Chamber of Deputies were very fond of Martfie,
who allied to her sovereign beauty much gracious politeness and friend-
liness. She took her place in the first row on the narrow,,
bench.

There were already a number of women in the gaHeoe% oH
vfho had passed the age for other nocturnal amusements aad came heft